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street and the air-waves of misty sunshine coming in together
through the open door! How handsome Ned looked talking to
this man; and what passionate interest the man was taking in
what he was telling him! But everything was so lovely and
tender and wavering to her as she let her head sink back. "There's
something heavenly," she thought, "about this feeling. It's just
like being dead and yet intensely happy. I've had it before, I
think, in this shop. Certainly I had it the other day in the souve-
nir shop. It's something about this place. I don't know what it is.
I'll tell Father I wont go to London, whatever Aunt Betsy says!"
The girl was right about Mr. Evans looking passionately inter-
ested. He looked as if he were plunged into some interior vision
that rendered him totally unaware of what he was doing with his
hands, or with his feet, or with his body. For instance, the mo-
ment Ned Athling had finished his narration Mr. Evans sank
down on a small chair opposite Lady Rachel and stretched out
his long legs with their great square-toed boots and grey socks
and allowed his-long arms to hang down on each side of the
chair. His shirt, as well as his coat, was so much too short for
him that not only were his bony wrists but perceptible portions
of his lean arms nakedly visible to view, as his hands swung
there with the long fingers dangling.
Lady Rachel was unable to resist a slight flicker of retreat
from the presence of these great boots and rumpled grey socks
thus protruded towards her; but being the well-bred girl she
was, she restrained this movement at once and did not even draw
in her own slender legs. Thus between the boot-soles of Rachel
and the boot-soles of Mr. Evans there was not space to drop a
feather.
Athling approached the back of his lady's chair and leaned^
both his elbows upon it so that his knuckles almost touched her
head. Thus as Mr. Evans began his commentary upon what he
had just heard there was no more distance between the lovers
than there was between Mr. Evans and Lady Rachel and the mag-
netism that accompanied the Welshman's words linked them all
three for a space together.
The extraordinary thing about Mr. Evans' face this afternoon,
as the lovers watched it, was the rapidity of its changes from a